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What horror seest thou in that quiet state,

What bugbear dreams to fright thee after fate ? iso

No ghost,, no goblins, that still passage keep;

But all is there serene, in that eternal sleep.

For all the dismal tales, that poets tell,

Are verified on earth, and not in hell

No Tantalus looks up with fearful eye,                 135

Or dreads the impending rock to crush him from

on high;
Butt fear of chance on earth disturbs our easy

hours,

Or vain imagined wrath of vain imagined powers,
No Tityus torn by vultures lies in hell;
Nor could the lobes of his rank liver swell            190

To   that   prodigious   mass,   for  their   eternal

meal;
Not though his monstrous bulk had covered

o'er

Nine spreading acres, or nine thousand more;
Not though the globe of earth had been the

giant's floor;

Nor in eternal torments could he lie,                      195

Nor could his corpse sufficient food supply.
But he's the Tityus, who, by love opprest,
Or tyrant passion preying on his breast,
And ever anxious thoughts, is robbed of rest.
The Sisyphus is he, whom noise and strife           400

Seduce from all the soft retreats of life,
To vex the government, disturb the laws;
Drunk with the fumes of popular applause,
He courts the giddy crowd to make nim great,
And sweats and toils in vain, to mount the

sovereign seat                                           $05

For, still to aim at power, and still to fail,
Ever to strive, and never to prevail,
What is it, but, in reason's true account,
To heave the stone against the rising mount ?